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Chapter 1: Witness
Chapter Text
Your name is Ashley Graves, and you HATE your brother’s girlfriend.

 

You’ve never given much thought into your older brother’s relationships. You’ve always just assumed they would eventually fall apart, like they were meant to. After all, in the end, nothing could stand between you and Andy. No one knew you like he did, and the same went for him. You knew his darkest secrets, his greatest fears. You knew his wants, dreams, and desires. He kept the left side of your bed warm at night. You never actually felt for him in that way, but if that’s what it took to keep him around, you knew you were an option for him.

 

Until this skank showed up.

 

And speaking of deep, dark secrets: the blood oath the two of you had made as children? The one promising that he’d stay by your side, as long as you didn’t tell anyone that the two of you killed Nina? Who cares about the scars carved into your flesh from that day? That so-called “oath” threatened to unravel itself every single moment that Andrew decided to still give Whiny Little Emo Bitch—sorry, Julia—the light of day. After all, she was Nina’s best friend, even though the incident was already nine years ago. 

 

And what good does that stupid blood brothers ritual do, anyways? The two of you are literally related by blood. Dumbass.

 

Either way, you’re nothing if not nosy, and you decided that today was going to be the day that you would find out the truth. You knew she was obsessed with him, but to be fair…who wasn’t? Not only did your parents favor him out of the two of you, but you already had it in mind to commit to this stupid plan. And really, that should count for something. But you wanted to know what he thought of her. 

 

Andrew had told you earlier that he was going out for a walk this evening, and to not bother him. Of course, you nodded and smiled, and you told him to enjoy his walk. But truthfully, you knew he was lying out of his ass, and that it was code for “Leave me alone, I want some privacy with my girlfriend.” And so you stooped right to his level.

 

Because right now, late at night, you’re in the lobby of your apartment building, waiting for him to head out towards the park so that you can stalk him and eavesdrop on potential conversation. You’ve thrown on a hoodie and sweatpants, and the approaching darkness of evening should cover you well enough. But you’re not stupid, as much as you like to pretend to be–you know when to slow down, to quieten your footsteps, and to pause entirely so he doesn’t hear you. 

 

While making your way through the park, you also know to dart behind the back of a building, so as not to let him or his girlfriend know that you’re there. You watch as they embrace (in public? gross), and Andrew is the first to pull away, opting to instead pull her under his arm and take her along for a walk. You decide to follow them, naturally. You think you hear her say something, but you can’t figure out what it is.

 

“–no, it’s…it’s nothing…” 

 

She continues, and you strain your ears to listen. She speaks so damn softly.

 

“Or actually, I’ve been thinking about something a lot lately. But I don’t know if I should bring it up…”

 

“With that much build-up, you kinda have to now…” 

 

She laughs nervously. “W-well, okay…But please, don’t get mad.”

 

“You know you can tell me anything.”

 

His voice is softer with her than when he talks to you; much more gentle. You wonder why he has to walk on eggshells so much with this bitch, when normally, he has no problem verbally berating you, someone he really trusts. She pauses before speaking. Clearly, whatever she’s saying is something that’s been on her mind for a while.


“I, uhh…talked to my sister about what you said the other day. And she agrees with me…that maybe it’s—”

 

She shakes her head, as if dismissing her train of thought, and stops walking to get out from under his arm before she speaks again, meeting his eyes.

 

“Like, maybe it’d be better for Ashley to learn some independence…Even if just for her own sake…You know?”

 

Andrew says nothing, but he averts his gaze as shame floods into his cheeks.

 

Stand up for me, damn it! Do you actually agree with her? you think to yourself.

 

“And maybe…for our sake, too? I just think it’d be nice if you could stay over more often, and not, like…always cut things short, or cancel on me so much…” She fidgets nervously with a split lock of her hair.

 

Andrew sighs. “Sorry.” 

 

Don’t apologize, for fuck’s sake! Who does she think she is, to ask you to spend every waking hour with her? Like she’s the queen of the universe or something?

 

“I-I’m not reprimanding you!”

 

“I can’t make her learn anything, though…” He looks annoyed, and she shrinks into herself, clearly unhappy with his response.

 

“N-no, but you could…Like, y’know…not always go when she asks…”

 

“If your sister needed something, wouldn’t you go?” he asks defensively. 

 

“Well, yes, but she only asks if she actually needs something…”

 

Your blood boils with hatred.

 

A pause. “I suppose.”

 

“Sorry, maybe I shouldn’t have said that. Or brought this up after all,” Julia sputters, clearly backpedaling. 

 

“No, no. It’s fine,” Andrew reassures her. 

 

But she was right. She really shouldn’t have.

 

He takes a deep breath to steady himself, and continues. “I guess I’m still shook up over what happened to your friend, way back when. Ashley might not look like it, but I think it affected her a lot too. So that’s probably why she is how she is…”

 

Julia stares at him, unfazed, a hint of contempt creeping into her voice. “I really don’t get that impression at all.”

 

“For someone so obnoxious, she’s surprisingly difficult to read, isn’t she?” he asks, smirking.

 

“She’s difficult in general,” she mutters.

 

Andrew leans in a little closer, maybe to hear her better. “Sorry, I didn’t catch that?”

 

“N-no! Nothing. Go on.” She waves a hand dismissively.

 

He seems to relax, and reevaluating his tactics, he smiles at her. “Anyway, I worry about something like that happening to her. Or happening to you. So I can’t let either of you out of my sight!” He pulls her in for another hug and kisses her cheek. She giggles, pulling him in tighter, presumably to kiss him back.

 

“I’ll be fine if you’re with me!”

 

God, even the sight of them next to each other makes you want to puke. Against your better judgment, you run. Your hood falls off your head, and you run home until your calves are burning and your chest is tight and your eyes are burning with salt. You forgo the elevator, instead opting to run up the stairs to your apartment, where you stop to catch your breath in Andrew’s room. Taking a moment to hold your knees and breathe for a second, you lock the door behind you and plop yourself angrily in his desk chair, flipping through the Rolodex for the J section. You wish there was just a single button to dial one person’s phone number whenever you needed it. It would make harassing this bitch ten times easier.

 

You know she won’t answer, or hear your verbal abuse until she gets home, but you need a way to organize your thoughts and come to terms with whatever the hell this is—and telling Julia to cut herself vertically instead of horizontally might be the only way to do that.

 

And if that drives her away…well, you and Andy are a package deal, so she asked for it, didn’t she?



———

 

Andrew saw a quick flash of a dark ponytail in the foreground. Probably just his imagination.

 

Can’t even hug your girlfriend without thinking about your sister, he thought. Way to go, asshole.

 

But even so, he toyed with a lock of his girlfriend’s hair, lost in thought, and asked the same question he eventually directed towards all his girlfriends.

 

“...Would you tie your hair up for me?”




Chapter 2: Warning
Summary:
Ashley leaves Julia some not-so-nice voicemails.

Notes:
Damnnn, I didn't expect there to actually be so much love for this! Thank you all so much for your support. It's been fun seeing the numbers go up over the course of a day! :D Turns out seeing people cheer you on actually motivates you. Who knew?

Anyways, here's Part 2—enjoy!

(See the end of the chapter for more notes.)

Chapter Text
“Look, I don’t know what your fucking problem is…”

 

You’ve left more than 100 voicemails for Julia at this point, easy. You wouldn’t be able to recall the exact number, but with the sudden inspiration that’s come over you, it’s like you were possessed. You’ve been placed under a trance, and nothing that’s been done in the past hour has been your doing. After all, you’re so sweet and innocent, and you’d never hurt a fly, right?

 

Just kidding. You’d hurt a person if you could. And you have.

 

“I told you to fuck off!! I warned you!”

 

You did, in fact, warn this bitch. Very thoroughly, you might add. The minute you found out your brother was dating her, it was like a red-hot poker had been stabbed through your chest. That he had left the side of his adorable little sister for an ugly girl like that?

 

What did he even see in her, anyways?

 

“Do you think you’re all that? Do you think you’re somehow special? You’re just another hole! And you’re not even the only one!! He’s got a slew of floozies juuuust like you. Enjoy what you have, because you’re well on your way out by now!” And you slammed the phone down again for the umpteenth time.

 

It was the ultimate betrayal, to find that out initially. So you pulled out the big guns. You followed her at school in between classes, and once school was over, you would wait by her locker. She would approach with dread, but you’d get in her face and tell her to leave him alone. Leave him the FUCK ALONE. He was YOURS.  When she didn’t get the hint? Rinse and repeat. She didn’t have a lock on her locker, so you would stuff letters in there that repeated exactly what you’d told her. When she didn’t break up with your brother, and instead just bought a combination lock, you stalked her to find out the combo, and left more letters. 

 

Every day she didn’t break up with him was another letter, and with it came another variation of threat. Her sister was a few years older than the three of you, so once, you had found out where their house was and showed up unannounced. You’d yelled at Julia’s sister and told her to knock some fucking sense into her—that if she didn’t simply do what she’d been told, she would be fucking sorry.

 

Eventually, you got so sick of writing her letters that you just went back to harassing her at school. You cornered her in the bathroom and mocked her ugly self-harm scars. You knew you were the reason they were there, but for her to just sit in silence and hurt herself, rather than actually take herself out and join her friend somewhere in the afterlife? She was a pathetic, cowardly excuse of a slut.

 

That gives you an idea. You pick the phone back up and dial her number again. 

 

“Hey, it’s Julia! Leave a message!” And the tone of the answering machine.

 

Figures.

 

“The only reason he’s with you is because he feels sorry for you! You’re just some ugly cunt with a dead best friend. Hurry up and kill yourself!! And when you get to hell, ask your friend what happened to her!”

 

All you can do is laugh. Because Julia never did find out, of course. You and Andy were the only ones who knew the truth. 

 

“Bet you’d be–”

 

God, that’s delicious irony. The fact that her best friend didn’t even know she was dead. Or that you and Andy killed her. She just grew to adolescence, wallowing in her shitty little self-harm pity party, not knowing what happened to her. You know that she’s tried to off herself with it, too, because she had come to school with medical bandages up her arms one day. She was just too incompetent to do it right. You stifle another chuckle.

 

“You’d be so surprised. Fucking die, you worthless piece of shit slut. Go slit your wrist some more! And this time do it proper.” You slam the phone down again.

 

God, she is such a piece of work. This would have never been a problem if she had just listened. Or if Andrew would have listened when you’d told him that she wasn’t worth indulging. What did she have that you didn’t? Your boobs were bigger, your hair was softer, your teeth were better. You loved him more. He loved you more. You were like yin and yang; opposite but complementary forces. Two sides of the same coin. Partners in crime. Maybe even lovers.

 

But the only advantage she had was that she wasn’t related to him by blood. That she could actually fuck him to keep him around.

 

Which gives you another idea. So you pick up the phone again and dial that nauseating number.

 

“Hey, it’s Julia! Leave a message!” And then the answering machine tone. 

 

Fuck you, you think to yourself. But your actual voice is raspy from screaming.

 

“DO YOU THINK YOU’RE BETTER THAN ME!? Just because you can fuck him and I can’t? You think that’s love?! Are you fucking delusional??”



She must be. To think that he actually loves her? Laughable, actually. Your mouth runs before you can even think about what to say.

 

“Cumdumpsters like you are just that. He will never love you. Not like he loves me. I am the only one.”



Your hand is tired from grasping onto the handset so hard, and it’s at this moment that you decide you’ve had enough. It’s not fun anymore. You’re just tired from thinking of shit to say. So you need to make your point clearly.

 

“I am everything. I am the secrets you’ll never hear. When he lies in bed at night, and when he needs someone to hold on to…”

 

You raise the transmitter directly to your mouth, and whisper into it—a low, hoarse sound:

 

“It’s not you he seeks out. It is me. ”

 

And you slam down the phone again.